The (ymicall HiHoryof 

Tohaueherloue: prouidedthatyour fortune ^ 

Atchieu’d herMiftris. 
i’or.Is this true, 

ATifr.Maddam it is, fo you ftand pleasM withaH, 

And do you Qrattano mcane good faith ? 

Gra.Ycs faith my Lord. 

!Bajf.Our fcaft foall be much honoured in your marriage. 
<7r<t.Wee’lplay w,ith them the Brftbloy for a choufand duca|^ 
iV(?r. What, and (take downe ? 

^rrf,No,'we fhall nere win at that fport and (take dovvne. 

But who comes heerc, Lorenzjo and his infidell i 
What, and my oldc Venetian friend, 5<i/ffr/«? 

TLnter LoreHz.o,!eJpca,attd Salerio a mefengerfrom Venice* 

Baff Lorenz .0 and welcome hither, 

If that the youth of my new intreft heerc 
Hauc power to bid you welcome j by your Icaue 
1 bid my very friends and countrymen 
Sweete welcome. 

Por . S o d o I my Lord, they are entirely welcome, 
thanke your Honour,for my part my Lord, 

My purpofc was not to haue fceoe you heer^ 

But meeting with Salerio by the way. 

He did entreate me paft all laying nay. 

To come with him along. 

5 <i/.Ididmy Lord,. ; 

And I hauc reafon for it; Sigruor jinthonio 
Commends him to you. 

"BaJf.Etc I ope his Letter, 

I pray you tell me how roy good friend doth, 

5<*/,Not(ickemyLQrd,7nileffeitbeinmindci : 

Nor welljVnlelTe in roinde t his Letter there . 

Willflicw you his eftatc. 

‘He opens the Letter , 

Cra.Nerrifa,checte yon ftranger,bid her welcome. 

Your hand SAhrio, what’s the newes from V cnicc i 


- --T, 






the (iS^Terchant of Venice* 

How doth that royall Merchant,good jinthonio ? 

I know he will be glad of our fuccefle. 

We are the Iafins,wc haue won the fleece. 

Sal, I would you had won the fleece that he hath loft. 
Por.There are fotne ftircwd contents in yon fame paper. 

That ftcales the colour from 'Bahamas checke. 

Some deare friend deadjclfc nothing in the world 
Could turne fo much the conftitution> 

Of any conftant man ; what worfe and worfe ? 

With Icaue Bajfanioyl am halfe your felfe. 

And I muft freely hauc the halfe of any thing 
That this fame paper brings you, 

Bajf, O fweete Portia, 

Heere are a few of the vnpleafantft words 
That euer blotted paper. Gentle Lady, 

When 1 did firft impart ntiy louc to you, 

I freely told you all the wealth 1 had 
Ran in my vcines, I was a Gentleman, , 

And then I told you true : and yet dccre Ladyj 
Rating my fclfeat nothing, you (hall fee 
How much I was a Braggartjwhen I told you. 

My ftate was nothing,! (hould then haue told you 
That 1 was worfe then nothing for indeed 
I haue ingag’d my felfe to a deere friend, . 

Ingag’d my friend to his meere enemy . 

To feed my meancs.Hecr’s a^Letter ,L,ady# 

The paper as the body of my ftiend. 

And eucry word in it a gaping wound, 

Ifliiing life blood.Rut is it true Salerio } 

Hath all his ventures faild ? what,not one hitj^ , 

From Tripolu,kon\Mexico, and Snglandj ' 
VtomLuion,Barhaty,^nd India, 7 , 

And not one velTell fcape the dreadfull tpujcjh', 

Of Merchant-matring rocks?, ^ 

^<«/.Notonemy Lprd. ■ , ' i v - .i ,j; 

Befldcsjit (hould agpearc,jh«]iC,!ie . J ^ 

^ ' The- 



